MIF SR A BIBNEHD: 3 (FEEA)

H (REN) BUAT, LIV RER R HIL— NS EEN, K, WA ER. B
SERAAS, AL AL T

24545 28 R IR AT S PATHR, O AR, b T NI ERTT, — AR/
M, SCRROL AR T, R st b i a5 LS Qg /e I BURERS 1, RO R, Mok T
TR, FEENZIRNT, Wi, iUy b7 GGk, HSt P IRAA . X
BB TP . fIE F IR TR IIE, EAE DR AR

AL A2 ARG B . T AU, SRR, BRI TRORE W, AR
fEHE o RENLEAAXESZ, i EUABIRAEIE A CHERPOEKR, bR LS, ek 1.
AR, SRR NERIEA L

P B ER, BEOR. BEALEE DA A, BRI R, A
REf. Ity EEE T, BAREORE T, HEMRE TARNE T AeiXee s iasyE,
BABEATE T o FAEFFIX L FL I Y 2504

BEXAPH R, BAN FIEA — A REH, HRERE - DMEEN, 2401, B
o DART oL fth S A MRAE — IR UAERERTB A A G M. FA Al 7 A IEE HIRAR, &
PR NIEE R T Ko MAFIIER B TR, (EARSE, RSB PR, Xt
IR EL

PR N B T, RATHLR AN g% . RERMRIE, 283 EVUFEH, BB 5i. X
LB REEN) BKABGR: HIm AR, Balaef—Bimi =i,

From a Bird Scaring Dummy to a Most Serious Heart

Before I read The Scarecrow, I thought a scarecrow was only an ugly dummy by the
field to frighten birds, with no story in him. After reading this book, my idea of
him changed completely.

In the pen of Grandpa Ye Shengtao, the scarecrow has a nose and eyes, and a heart
softer than anyone. His master is the old woman who farms a small piece of land alone
after losing her husband and her son. The rice is her life. The book describes her
kneeling in the field to worship the rice, very devoutly. When the moth came to lay
eggs, the scarecrow was frantic and waved his fan loudly. He thought the fan could
drive the moth away, but the moth did not fear him at all. I read this part twice. He
did not even know that he could not scare the moth, and still he waved with all his

strength.

The part that hurt me most is that night in the rice field. The eggs hatched into
worms and ate the leaves to rags. The next morning the old woman came and saw it, and

sank down on the ridge. The scarecrow suffered more than she did. The book says he
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wished he could pull himself up by the roots and let the worms eat his straw instead

of the rice. A bundle of straw, yet his heart ached for a human being to that degree.

There is another part I like and that also makes my heart ache. The scarecrow
dreams that he becomes a human being, runs to the city, and can do anything. Then he
wakes up again and says that if he left, nobody would look after the rice in the
field. He kept wishing and kept standing, and did not leave for a single night. I

think that is harder than really running away.

I read this book in September. Just at the entrance of our village there is a
rice field, and a scarecrow stands in it, with red cloth sleeves and an old straw
hat. I used to walk past him without one glance. Now I look at him every day after
school. I guess his sleeves are stuffed with old newspapers, just like the scarecrow
in the book with his broken fan. I do not know whether any moth has come, but he

stands there, and the birds really do not dare to land. That is his use.

The scarecrow in the book fell in the end; the one by our field is still
standing. I have made a promise to him: when I reach the fourth grade, I will write a
composition about him too. This is the greatest thing I gained from reading The

Scarecrow. The most unnoticed thing beside a field may carry the most serious heart.
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